Dear Joe, 3/10/91 

As has not happened, as often lately, I found myself wide awake and out of bdd 
thinking it was later at 2:45. I was too awake fo return to sleep so after half of one 
of those fine grapefruit you sent us and making my daily ration of coffee that I'll 
probably exceed this mornigg I sat with a cap, as I've learned I should do to give the 
heart a .chance to pump a little more, otherwise I'm tired, and nearing the end of a fine 
book I've recommended to both of you (On Bended Knee, the story of the Reagan administra- 
tion and the media by Mark Hertsgaard) I picked it up to read. Only for some reason my 
mind would not stay with it and it wandered. As it did, nudging from time to time into 
what I'll soon be at, reading, correcting and completing the new beginning for The King 
Conspiracies, with the assorted illegalities, dishonesties said stupidities of the Reagan 
administration, the full horrors of ushich are no~ yet appreciated, my mind turned to the 
kind of people we three (and a few other friends of our generation) are compared with 
those of whom I'd been reading. This gang of those who lived in the belief that the end 
justified any means used to achieve it, for whom there was no morality, no ethics, no 
concern of any kind for the requirements of our system of (i almost said "self") govern- 
ment, without interest in the obvious consequences of what they were doing, if they were 
at all aware of it, foisted off 00 us and perpetuated a fightful nonentity they could 
make popular and keep popular despite a wide variety of offenses by him and by them. And, 
of course, no regard for the law, needing none because they controlled the enforcement of 
the laws, and how different we are from them, A s my mind would not stay on the pages and 
did this wandering and from time to time took me from the livingroom into my office and 
back to work I should have been doing b^ then, I also thought of the remininscences I've 
mostly laid aside with the second stationery box of them now almost filled. This reminded 
me that younger ^people now have no knowledge at all of what can and did impel some of our 
generation and^our antecedents, why we have led the kinds of lived we have led, what gives 
us our principles and beliefs. Then I was reminded that of the three of us you alone have 
personal knowledge of the lack of freedom and of the great dangers our parents and their 
parents fled to survive. My parents would never talk of these things except when I was 
very young and then they spoke in Russian, which they had avoided teaching us, so alma 
and I would not understand what they wefe talking about. These, I believe, aret the roots 
that fed the trees of our lives and what we have done with them and made us the kind of 
people we are and have been all our lives. As I've told people from time to time, more in 
recent years, I am the first member of my family ever bom into freedom. These people 
know what these words mean, of course, byt they lack a full understanding of their meaning 
ad how it has influenced us and the kind of life we've lead. lour earlier life was different. 
You lived through enough of what my parents, whether or not Sam's ever did, would never 
tl& about. Or my grandparents, with one exception, when my maternal grandmother mused 
aVout how she hid her children when the Cossacks were riding nearby, almost suffocating 
two of them to save them. I recall only one other mention of this past and I'm not certain 
now that it is really clear in my mind, as I now recall it, my father once said that when 
he travelled a little for his father, he returned with books that were prohibited for Jews, 
as was education where they lived, along the river you remembered as being the old border 
with Poland, and he and his friends would read them and talk about them unobserved, on the 
river in warm weather and by the light of the fire in cold. I know he had some knowledge 
of several languages and of mathematics without spooling. I also remember his mentioning 
some of his boyhood friends who were successes here, Mischa Elman (whose records we had) 
the famous vilinist of our youth and a Kieva, if I have it right, Grossman, first violin- 
ist of the New York Philharmonic in those days. (And look how Elman's son by the famous 
singer A lma Gluck popularized the Ameriform countei'part to what they'd fled in his movies!) 

I get to a point before altering my early-morning schedule to go out and get the morning 
paper because my m jnd is not now on my work. I'd appreciate it very much if you'd do what 
I asked and you have not responded to, make a record, either on paper or on a cassette as 
you speak it, of what you said to the audience you addressed down there when Sam could not. 
And I do mean in detail, not like your notes on scraps of paper. I thihk this would be quite 
valuable if anyone ever has any interest in these reminiscences as well as in and of itself 
because it now represents something lost to the younger people who know so little about what 
so much difference in the kind of oountry this is and the kind of people we are. Please! 



